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One 


2015 


| looked out at the pool, blue drops of water on everything because my teenage sons and their teenage friends 
were in it, splashing and laughing and eating pizza that sat on the glass patio table and jumping back into the 
pool. My wife was gone. Sooner or later they all went. 


| was in the room off the pool, keeping an eye on them, making sure no one drowned. The boys were good 
swimmers, good at everything physical like | was. Their hair was a tamed version of mine, softer black curls 


that were almost straight on a day with no humidity. 


| was on Youtube, a dangerous place for me to be, especially on a day like today when | felt sad and 


melancholy, when | longed for things that had been gone for decades. 


| don't know how | got there or why, but | clicked on a video for "This | Love" an Axl song. He called it Guns N' 
Roses still, but this was an Axl song. We had a few from my era in the band, although all our "Axl songs" had 
a lot of input from the rest of us, but that didn't matter. And | wasn't sure what it was all these songs had 


in common, but | knew an Axl song when | heard one. "Sweet Child 0: Mine", "Estranged", "November Rain," 


these were the big ones. Love, | guess, that's what an Axl song was, his tortured attempt to understand love, 


or his lack of it. 


| wasn't against him at this point. Shit had happened, we moved on. | had been a full blown alcoholic with DT's, 
and my heart had stopped more than once, and now it was forced to beat right by the pacemaker, and | could 
feel the weight of that thing in my chest. Axl wasn't all to blame, or even mostly to blame for the way we 
imploded. 


| listened to the noise from the pool, the splashes and the yells, and | clicked on the song and watched it play, 
heard Axls rough, tortured voice. These videos were made by fans, and this particular one had a still photo of 
Axl at a piano on a stage at some point in the early 90's. | couldn't quite make out what he was wearing, it 
could be a red flannel shirt or that ridiculous red jacket that looked like something from a Michael Jackson 
video, but the angle of the photo mostly obscured it. But his hair was straight, with shaggy bangs. That was 
his [94 hairstyle, | knew. 


| closed my eyes for a minute and listened to the guitars whine along with his words. This song was so 
desperate, so end of the rope. | thought what a lot of people didn't realize was that most of his songs were 
desperate and end of the rope. 


Was his hair ever that red? It was as red as blood in that photo. Sometimes it was a deep dark red, certain 
lighting would make it look like that, it set fire in the sun. I'd seen it look dull and almost brown, or faded and 
almost blond. I'd seen it look stringy and dirty and greasy, I'd seen it look sleek and smooth like a sheet of red 
silk, I'd seen it teased like a girls. 


| knew what he looked like now, but | clicked on a video of him singing this song in a concert somewhere, Las 
Vegas or Dubai, who fucking knew? It was a strange effect to go from the familiar Axl of the late 80's, early 
90's with his long red hair and high hollow cheekbones and his skinny to muscular physique. It was a strange 
effect to go from that to now, or close to now. Axl was 53, older than me, older than all of us except Izzy, 
and | thought time had worn on him. His face was puffy, circular, his cheekbones hidden now, the angular bones 
of his face hidden beneath puffiness and botox, and his shoulders were more rounded and he was..older. | 
couldn't explain it, | couldn't express how it made me feel. | didn't feel this old when | looked in the mirror, when 
| went about my day-to-day. But to look at Axl, to look at the way he doesn't look 25 and heroin skinny, his 
black leather pants clinging to his painfully visible hipbones, to look at him and physically feel how much time 
has passed since those days, since | was young, since something inside of me yearned for things, | could feel all 
the weight of those years and see it in my own face, the gray and grizzled hair that hid among the familiar 
black, the deep lines around my mouth and eyes. The weight of all those years was there. 


| listened to his familiar voice come out of his unfamiliar face, and it didn't matter. Those surface things like 
pretty hair and severe high cheekbones and sleekness in whatever form didn't matter. It wasn't that | had 
gravitated toward. | reached out and touched my computer screen, caressing his tiny, older face. | had to see 
him. | had to get through his walls and his security and his Axl bizarreness and just see him. 


| shut the computer down and watched the screen go black. | looked at the blue pool filled with kids. | looked at 


the date palms and the ferns that edged the white cement outside, and | thought about Axl. The truth was | 


missed him terribly. 


Two 


Was it my wife leaving that sparked this crazy adventure? Adventure. | was just driving the few blocks to 
Axl's house, but that was only the geography. | was driving across oceans of time and bitterness, over the 


crumbling walls of our friendship and anything more. Because it crumbled. It crumbled hard in the 90's. 


| closed my eyes at a stop light for a second and thought about that Rolling Stones concert back in..when was 
it? ‘89 or ‘90, | figured. That was the concert where Axl announced to the world that certain members of the 
band were dancing with Mr. Brownstone, which wasn't that tough of a code to break. Heroin. We were addicted 
then, all of us but him. He had said if it didn't stop that would be the last show Guns N' Roses ever did, and | 
can still see him in his jeans and his bandana wrapped around that stringy red hair, his little glittering eyes 

flashing first green and then blue and | felt that comment go straight for my jugular, because he was talking 
about me, that's what | thought at the time. But | was paranoid, and so was Duff, Duff had been convinced he 
was talking about him. | could see now that he was talking about all of us, but | was so angry with him, it was 


this white hot anger inside the center of my being. How fucking dare he? How dare he call me out? 


| thought about the times before that, the times before we were famous, when we were all wrecked out of 
our minds. We were dedicated to the music, we were single minded, all five of us, but we were also strung out 
messes, all five of us. | didn't think we'd really amount to anything, maybe we'd get signed to an obscure little 
label and put out a record or two that might sell a few thousand dollars worth, that seemed like dreaming big 
to me. | think only Axl truly glimpsed what it could be, and what it became. Maybe it became that because of 
Axl, because there was one of us who sobered up and steered the ship. Did | owe my icon status to him? | 


probably did, and | was okay with that. 


| could feel my nerves starting up the closer | got to his house, the pacemaker working overtime to reign in 
my crazy heartbeat. Seeing Axl would be like passing over a protected bridge. What trolls would | have to trick 
to see him? 


| pulled up to the security gate and got buzzed in, which was cool, but that didn't mean I'd get to see him. It 
didn't mean that at all. But | parked in his enormous parking lot filled with delivery trucks and some cars, fancy 
little sports things that | had trouble believing were his. He liked to travel by limousine, and | figured it was 


due to his paranoia about cops. Driving was a perfect way to get hassled. 


| got out, feeling like | needed my top hat and the trench coat | wore in the "November Rain’ video. | was just 


in jeans and a sleeveless flannel shirt. | went up to his house and rung the bell. 

Moments later the door was opened by Beta. | knew Beta, | remembered her from when she was Stephanie's 
nanny. Now she was Axl's..something. Assistant, maybe, but | knew, had heard, that he thought of her like she 
was his mother. | shook my head, thinking about it. Oh, Axl. 


"Hello, Slash," she said, smiling, her words twisting away in her Brazilian accent. 


